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news/' he said in a voice which was disturbingly calm But Don Quixote did not look at me He walked awav, and his long, noiseless steps carried him to the far end of the ward.
A new transport of wounded arrived, and we had to work hard But a persistent thought pestered me: *Lucia, where is she? Why didn't he tell me?" I could not drive away a premonition of evil, a strange feeling to have when people were falling around you like leaves in the autumn
Don Quixote did not go to sleep. He was right there, at the makeshift "operating table" with the other doctors They had dressings and bandages and serums at the Old Town hospitals, but no anesthetics The operations were performed just the same. You could watch your leg being cut off by skillful hands until you fainted away, and felt happier in half-death than in Me.
They brought a young girl there and laid her on the operating table Her hair was white, or perhaps it seemed so from Qie ashes of the burning house where they found her Her face, too, was as white as the Host Don Quixote took the sharp surgical saw in his hand Two doctors and nurses gathered around the table. They had to amputate the girl's crushed leg* There was no other way Hopelessness swept over me, and I longed suddenly for Scholar's quiet assurance, and his strong friendship, such as a man can give.
Scholar would not wake up After repeated attempts on my part to bring him to consciousness, he opened one eye, and growled savagely: "Damn it! Won't you let me alone?*
He closed his eye again and was fast asleep before one could count three*
"Scholar, please," I whispered, "please, wake up. I can't wait any longer."
He sat up then, quite conscious, without opening his eyes, smiling beatifically.